
The Tragedie 

Out brother is imprifoned by your raeanes, 

My felfe difgrac’d, and the Nobilitie 

Held in contempt, whilft many fairc promotions 

Arc dayly giuen to enoble thole. 

That fcarce fome two dayes fince were worth a noble, » 
him that raifde n:e to this carefu'l height, 
F'om that contented hap which Ienioyd, 

I neuer did incenfe his Maieftie 

Againft the Duke of Clarence : but luue bcene 

A n earneft aduocate to pleade for him. 

My Lord, you do me ftumefull iniurie, 

Falfely to.draw me in thefc vile fufpeefs. 

Glo, You may denie that you were not thc caufe. 

Of my Lord Haftings late itnprifbnmenr, 

%eu, She may my Lord, 

Glo, She may, L, Riuers, why whoknowe? not fo# 
She may doe more firthen denying that .* 

She may helpc vou to many faire preferments. 

And then denie her ay ding hand therein. 

And lay thofe honours on your high dtferts. 

What may lhenot?fhe may, yea mart ie may (he. 

%iu, What marry may lb? # 

Glo , What marry may fhe# marry with a King 
A batcheler, a handfome (tripling too, 

Iwis your Grandam had aworfr match, 

4?* My L,ol Gloceliei;, I haue too long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings, and ycur bitter feoffes. 

By hcauen I will acquaint his Maieftie, 

With thofe gre He tauntsioften haue endured, 

I had rather be a epuntrey feruant mayd. 

Then a great Queene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, fcorned,and baited at : Snter Qtu 
Small ioy haue Lin being Englands Queen*, c JWarjrnt. 

6), A<far t And lefnedbe thatfmall, God I befcechthee, 
Thy honour, ftate, and feate is due to me. 

Glo, What? threat you mewith telling of the King# 
Tell him and fparenot,looke what I fayd, 

I will auouch in prefence of the King : 

Tis time to fpeake,my paynes are quite forgot, 
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ofRichard the third. 

Jjht.Mar. Out diuel, I remember them too well* 

Thou (leweft my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore fonne at T euxburie. 

G(o. Ere you were queene, yea or y our husband king, 

^ was a pack-horfcinhis great affaires, 

A weeder out of his proud aduerfaries, 

A liberall rewardcr ofhisfrituds: 

To royalizc his blood I fpilr mine ownc. 

Chi, Mar. Yea.and much better blood, then his or thine. 
qio. In all which time, you and your husband Gray, 
Were faftious forthehoufe of Lancanfter : 

And Riuers, fo were you.Was not your husband 
In Margarets battale at Saint Albons flainc i 
Let me put in yourmindes, ifyours forget 
What you haue b<;ne ere now, and what you are : 

Withal!, whit I haue bene, and what I am- 
^u-Mar, A murtherous villaine,and lo ftill thou arr. 
Cjlo, Poore Clarence did forfake his father Warwick?, 
Yea and forfwore himfelfe (which lefu pardon.) 

Mnr._ Which God reuenge. 

Cjlo, To fight on Edwards partie for the crowne. 

And for his.njcecje (poorc Lord) he ismewed vp: 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pi tti full like mine, 

I am toochildilh fooliflvfor this world. 

SUM* Hie thee to hell for fhame, and leaue the world. 
Thou Cacodemon.there thy kingdomc is, 

Ru My Lord ofGlocefter in thofe bufiedaies. 

Which here you vrge to prone vs enemies. 

We followed then our Lord, our lawful! King, 

So fhould we you, if you fhould be our king, 

Cjlo, If I fhould be# I had rather be a pedler, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought ofir. 

A slide ioy (my Lord) as you fuppofe 
You fhould enioy , were you thiseountries king. 

As little ioy may you fuppofe in me. 

That I enioy being the Queene thereof, 

SUM* A litle ioy enioy es the Queene therof^ 

for I am fhejand altogether ioylefle,. 
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